REMINISCENCES
But his son—that was another matter. His son—that
was he himself, Danilov, his seed, his spirit, his eternally
burning masculine force. He gave the boy his own name,
Ivan. A grand woman, his wife, to bear him a son.
She had borne him may be, but the boy belonged to
him, Danilov, wholly and entirely, even to the amus-
ingly shaggy, reddish eyelashes which the child had one
day scorched in the fire. After all, what was a mother's
concern? Washing him and feeding him. But he, the
father, was creating a new life, a fine, spacious life for his
son. To make a smooth, bright path for their sons' lives,
they, the fathers, were ready to build it with their own
"ies.
During the night a blizzard rose, and wet snow beat
against the compartment windows.
The train was circling about Moscow; sometimes it
would race ahead at full speed, with lamps and some
kind of blue lights flashing past the windows, while
whistles sounded; then it would halt and stand in the
darkness, who could say wThere, whistling dismally
through the storm. They always had to wander about
like that, until some Moscow station could take them.
Circling, circling, they were all circling, thought
Dr Belov. He would complete his circle honestly. The
main thing—to go through with it honestly. Wasn't that
so, Sonechka?
Those whistles seemed to go right through his heart.
A large snowflake clung to the black glass of the
window. When he was small, he had had a book with
pictures of snowflakes of all shapes, on a black back-
ground. That one on the glass was as lovely as those.
He vividly remembered that book and the picture,
and the ink blot on the border of the page, His sister had
added arms and legs to the blot, and their mother had
scolded her—what nonsense is that? His sister was
grown up, a student at the Bestuzhev Courses.
His sister was dead. His mother had died still
earlier.
T.T.	177	If

